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"And are you thinking of going to see the Military
Commission at Vieshenska ? "
" What are you after ? If you've come on business, talk
about your business."
" I am talking about my business/'
" Then go to the devil! Who the hell do you think you
are, that I've got to give you an answer ? "
" I'm chairman of the Revolutionary Committee. Show
me your regimental papers."
" So that's it I " Kirifl drawled, and looked with a keen,
suddenly sober glance into Mishka's eyes. " So that's what
you're after ? "
" Yes, you've got it! Hand over your papers."
t{ I'll call at the Soviet with them to-day."
tc Show them this minute ! "
" I've got them packed away somewhere."
" Then find them ! "
"No, I'm not going to look for them now. Go home,
Mikhail, don't make a scene here."
" It'll be a short scene I'll make with you ! " Mishka put
his right hand into his pocket. " Get your coat on ! "
" Drop it, Mikhail! You'd better not lay hands on
me____"
" Come on, I tell you ! "
"Whereto?"
" To the Revolutionary Committee."
"I don't particularly want to. ..." Kirill turned pale,
but he spoke with a humorous smile on his face.
Swaying a little to the left, Mishka pulled his pistol out
of his pocket and cocked the hammer.
" Are you coming or not ? " he quietly asked.
Without a word Kirill strode towards the * best room.
But Mishka placed himself in his way, and with his eyes
indicated the door leading to the porch.
" Boys! " Kirill shouted with assumed unconcern. " I've
been sort of arrested here. Finish off the vodka without
me."
The door of the best room was flung wide open, and
Aihvatkin made to cross the threshold. But, seeing the
pistol pointed at him, he hurriedly fell back behind the
doorpost.
" Come on ! " Mishka ordered Kirill.